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A cowboy's saddle blanket lias often been a bed 
blanket, folded smoothly to protect his mount's 
bark from the cfcafiog of tbe heavy stock saddle. 




ixhausting ride, tbe cowboy may use 
ne blanket to protect his sweaty, weary 




When the sharp edges ol the snow crusts threaten 
to cut the horse's legs, his rider will bind them 
with strips tut from his saddle blanket. 



Rustle* 


and 


outlaw!, 


have other uses Tor the 


blanket 


-nst lit 


it to 


Duffle their horse's feet. 


deadens 


ng so 


ind aiu 


leaving only a blurred 




Often a benighted cowboy finds hi 
other bed than his horse's saddl 
pillow but his saddle. 



There is always the danger that a salt-hungry 
cow, finding the sweat-soaked blanket to her 
taste, will try to eat it. This really has happened! 
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no, dan; just a 

HOffSESHOE ENDED 
UP AT THE BOTTOM 




IT WILL HAVE TO DO UNTIL AFTER }GE T'£/M 

TVE.Sf>ECfAi- CEREMONY- 

WE'RE TAKING YOU TO IS OVER, * 

RAN.' THEN I'LL RETURN TO 

MY MINE FOR A HAND-FORGED _, 
SILVER HORSESHOE!; 
LE-J-'S 6te>, B/& 
FELLOW/ 




THERE'S ONLY ONE HORSE WHO HAS 
S/IVE& HORSESHOES --AND HE'S 
RIDDEN BY A/PIAS/CE& MAN WHO 1 

FIGHTS ON THE SIDE OF THE LAW ! 
THEY SAY A HORSESHOE BRINGS 
<UAC/<~~BUT THIS ONE MAY 
BRING &AV L 




AfifNUTES LATER- - / FINE! THE MASKED 

MAN CAN'T BE MAKING 

THREE RIDERS--- \ ( SUCH GOOD TIME NOW. 

AND ONE OP THEIR J \ WE'LL SOON CATCH UP 

HORSES CAST A 

SHOE' 




?LL /V&IS&S LET 
ANVONE KTNCW YOUR J 
SECRET! 




LANCE WE 
NEED 



\Cautiously, the outlaw crawls off-- 




pC/CAtf-? &A/V TELLS WHAT HE SAW AMD 
THE LOWE f?AM5£R ANO 7VHTO C/ffCLE : 
THE:F>QOL S/LEA/7ZY-?- 




ASA SHMLL BUGLE SOUNDS ACROSS THE TEXAS PLAtNS, CAN /?EfD /S MA&CHEP UP 
TO THE COMMANPANT- - 

EVERY TEXAS RANGER STATION BEAPS AN 
HONORED NAME ANP THIS STATION -WILL 
BE NAMED AFTER TWO BROTHERS WHO 
BROUGHT GLORY "TO THE TEW\S RANGERS 
THEIR GALLANT PURSUIT OF PUTV! 




WH-WHAT DO YOU WANT? \ TAKE IT EASY, SON) 
WHY DID VOU STOP ME? J WE'LL LET YOU GO 
SOON ENOUGH-- 
JUST TELL US WHERE WE 
CAN FIND YOUR MASff£P 
FRIEND- 




jw/sy DAN) J . 
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NOW WE CAN \ DAN, WHEN YOUR HORSE 
RIP UP EIGHT \ CAME BACK, WE FIGURED 
WANTEP } YOU WERE IN TROUBLE ! 
PQSTE&S, J SENDING HIM OFF WAS A 
CAPTAIN! ^ tV/SB /WOVE ---BUT WE 
) £XP£CT£D /r FROM SOME- 
ONE WHOSE FATHER AND 
^ UNCLE W£&£ BRAVE / 
WISE TEXAS RANGERS! 



I'LL SET HE'D SAV MY UNCLE 
STILL fS A COURAGEOUS 
MAN IF HE KNEW THAT "~ 
■*iF IS TWE LOWE ■ 






A FEW SHOTS JUST/SV«?GA/r 
OF THEM SHOULD MAKE THEM 
REIN IN AND STOP DRAGGING 
THAT Art AN 1 





BR-BRUSEP ANP CUTA DON'T LET IT 
BIT-- BUT OTHERWISE / ALARM YOU! IF IT 
■Af-fiJQf YOU'RE /MEANT WHAT YOU 
MAS#£Pf r— < THINK IT DOES, WOULD 
~ AVE FREED 

you? 



N-NO---I DON'T BELIEVE 1 W6LL, I HOPE 

SO! BUT I'M AN EASTERNER/THIS WESTING 
—ENOCH TURNER! ANP —-/PERMANENTLY 
BACK EAST, EVEN A ) CONTRADICTS 
SCHOOLTEACHER LIKE- /THOSE ADVENTURE 
ME HAS READ THOSE / BOOKS! BUT 
'PENNY DREADFULS' / WHAT IS A 
THAT SAVACt- .^/SCHOOLTEACHER 

MASKED MEN OUT ) DOING AT THE END 
WEST ARE 0£JT- 1 OF AN INDIAN ROPE? 

LAWS? 



I CAME WEST TO HELP THE INPIANS! I 
THINK THEIR ONLY HOPE FOR SURVIVAL 
IS IN 1.&ARM/W& ANP APAPT/A/& 
THE WAYS OF THE V 

MAN! A FIRST STEP J AND THE ROPE 

SEEMED TO BE TO -S- -A SCHOOLBOY 

TEACH THEM TO ) PRANK FOR EXTRA 

R£A0 AND WM/TBi 1 HOMEWORK ? 




NO! THE BLACKFOOT CH1LPREN \r'M GLAD 
TOOK TO MY LESSONS EAGERLY \WE SAW 
ENOUGH) BUT THE/MfiP/CVWF } IT //V , 
AAAN SAW ME AS A RIVAL i ME / T/MG* 
TOLD THE CHIEF A VISION 
INFORMEP HIM I WAS £V/l~ 
— AND MUST BE DRIVEN OUT! 
THE CHILDREN SIDED V 
*A£, BUT YOU SAW WHAT 
HAPPENED ! 




! I WANT TO RETURN 
TO THE 8LACKFEETAND 
GET NOf&QQKSf THEN 
I'LL START A SCHOOL 
AT AMQT#£X CAMP/ 



TON TO AND I 
WILL RIPE WITH 
YOU! YOU MAY 
NEED H£LP 
■i CARRYING 
YOUR BOOKS! 
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TONTO, RIDE DOWN AND \ 


G-er-jUMlH? 


TELL EAGLE WINGAWTOl 


scours^ 


BUY THOSE RIFLES TILL h 




HE MEETS ME HERE: 
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DON'T WANT TO GO TO \ 
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HIS CAMP! THOSE WHITE A 
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MEN WOULD SEE AAV 
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YOU INDIANS HAVE GOLD AND \ UGH! PRICE 
BECAUSE VOU'RE OUR FRIENDS jYOU NAME 
CHIEF WE'LL SELL YOU THESE J NOT TOO 
RIFLES CHEAP/ , — -T HIGH! BLACK- 
FEET BUY! 



[A/0, EAGLE WING ! VOU) , 
[A/or BUy-UM— jlS ST 





H-HE'S 


MAStCe0l ) DON'T STAND 
^^^fHIAA! PUT A 775 


LOOKING AT 1 
Vf?D HOLE J 
Sic! _ r ^/' ,? 
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EA-EAGLE WING, iF\---BRAVES! STOP 
VOU WANT THOSE J TONTO AND HIM-WHO- 
CIFLES 
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Hal Baker dismounted at the assayer's 
office, eagerly lifting down heavy saddle- 
bags filled with quartz rocks. They were 
flecked with gold ... he hoped. If the as- 
sayer's test proved it was real gold ore. 
Baker would make the three-day ride to the 
County Seat and file claim to a gold strike 
in Redstone Canyon! 

Puzzled, Baker found the office closed. 
Then he saw mounted men outside the 
bank. Among them was Charley Stark, the 
cissayer. 

"Let's go, men," said the sheriff 1o his 
posse. "The bank robbers probably 
headed north into the hills." 

Baker watched them vanish, disap- 
pointed. He would have to wait hours for 
Stark to return and test his ore. Until then, 
he had to hold down his impatience — and 
keep his mouth shut. It was not wise to tell 
of gold before filing an official claim. 

But Baker gasped, looking down at the 
footprints the bandits had left outside the 
bank. He saw bits of dried red mud . . . 
known only in Redstone Canyonl The ban- 
dits had set up their camp there, while the 
posse had ridden the opposite way. 

Baker's tired horse could never overtake 
the posse, and before it returned and got 
to Redstone Canyon, the bandits probably 
would move on leaving no trail. 

Baker shrugged. What could he do 
about it? Then he heard sobbing from the 
window of a nearby home. It was the 
Widow Blaine, left with four small children 
when her husband died. 

"My savings in the bank," she wailed to 

a friend. "Gone. If the bandits aren't 

caught, the bank can't make good. I was 

saving for my children's education." 

Baker winced. All over town people 



would lose precious savings. All the able- 
bodied men were gone. All that remained 
were the usual loafers, who never did any- 
thing if they could help it. 

"Listen," Baker told them. "The bandits 
went to Redstone Canyon. If we ride hard, 
we can get them while they rest their horses 
before moving on. Come on . . ." 

None stirred. "We had no money in the 
bank," sneered one. "Why should we risk 
our necks?" 

Baker hesitated. One thing could lure 
them on the ride . . . goldl Should he tell of 
his strike? But that would start a gold stam- 
pede before Baker could file his own 
claim. Risky business. 

Torn, Baker tried to shut out the faint 
sobbing he still heard from the Widow 
Blaine. Why risk losing his gold claim for 
her sake? 

Baker swung back. "Gold!" he yelled 
at the loafers. "I struck gold in Redstone 
Canyon. I'll show you where — after we 
grab the bandits." 

"Gold?" Heads shot up eagerly. "That's 
d'fferent. Let's go." 

At Redstone Canyon, Baker's posse took 
the robbers completely by surprise. Then 
Baker kept his bargain, pointing out the 
winding arroyo where gold waited. With 
a whoop the men deserted Baker, leaving 
him to bring in the bandits alone. 

All the way back. Baker called himself 
a prize foal. They would probably jump his 
claim too, filing before he had a chance to. 
He had given up a bonanza for a sobbing 
widow ... 

In town, turning the bandits over to the 
sheriff, who had returned, Baker told his 
story bitterly, He showed the a-ssayer his 
ore. 

Stark examined it closely, then laughed. 
"Fool's gold!" 

Baker jerked as if shot. His first shock of 
disappointment turned to an ironic chuckle. 
"Anyway, those claim jumpers gain noth- 
ing, even if I lose out." 

"Who said you lose out?" smiled the 
sheriff. "You led the way to those robbers, 
so I reckon you get the posted reward ■ ■ - 
$5,000!" 

Baker choked. Fool's gold or not, he 
had not been a fool after all. 




RESOLUTE LY, BUT WITH LES S HOPE ,THE 
CASTAWAYS PUSH SOUTHWARD OVER THE 
NEARLY BARREN PLATEAUS 




TWO DAYS LATER- 
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WITH NO KNOWLEDGE OF THE DEPARTED MAYA 
BUILDERS, YOUNG HAWK GRASPS THE 
PURPOSE OF THE RESERVOIR. 




THE SHARP TUSKED, SAVAGE LITTLE 
SEASTS ARE CLOSING IN FAST — 
THEIR LEADER NEARLY WITHIN REACH-- 
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...WHEN YOUNG HAWK'S BOWSTRING HUMS r BE 
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ALTHOUGH YOUNG HAWK'S SPEECH fS FOREIGN 
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HIS SMILE IS WARM! CONFIDENCE RETURNS 






TOTHE YOUNG MAYAN. , . 
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the 

CEDAR 

BIRD 



!ar birds are the roving members of the wax- 
wing family. With no fixed seasons for migrating, they 
are found from the northern British provinces to 
Central America in winter. Because they travel in such 
large numbers, these birds quickly use up all the 
food in a neighborhood, and are forced to move on- 
leading a nomadic life. 

About four-fifths the size of a robin, the back and 
prominent crest of the male Cedar Bird is a rich gray- 
ish brown in color, while his breast is lighter and 
more yellow. A velvety black line runs around his 
forehead, and his wing ends are trimmed with a bright 
yellow band. The female is similarly colored, but 

duller. ' COmiGKT. 1117 IV WtSIS.N f.lN.IHO I IITKO CO 




And are they good — 
tantalizing Wild Cherry 
flavor that everybody love*. 
So, gut Smith Brothers Wild 
Cherry Cough Drops today! 
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YOU LIKE to have one o 

iirisunH! blue and red wallets fo 
y own? It's easy— just clip thi 
■Slow and mail with S1.20 
ill the rest. 



rOU'lL RECEIVE this handsome wallet 
FREE. It's made of strong, durable vinyl 
plastic that looks and feels like real 
leather, and wears just as well. We'll start 
your full year's subscription to Lone 
Ranger comics with the next issue and in- 
clude a membership curd in I lit Dell Com- 







The Dell Trademark is. and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be .••lire it contains only good 
fun. "dell comics are cood comics" 
is our only credo and constant goal. 



Moil To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. DEPT. 3LR 

10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y. 
Please enter subscription to THE LONE RANGER. In- 
clude Free Wallet arid Dell Comics Club Membership 
Certificate. 

Nome Age 

City Zone .... State 

I am enclosing remittance far $1.20 in full payment, 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 

Donor's Name 

St. and No 

City Zone State 




the ' 
the happy snack! 



X-Te-w fruit-flavor, 

frixit-oolor TRiX 

little sugared corn puffs, nourishing and crisp 



